APPENDIX IV                                             159

Majesty. He will beat us, he will punish us, he will make us bald by
continual torture. No, no, we must not let that prince ascend the
throne. We must tell the truth to the king of all glory, the victor that
conquers the flower of his enemies.

SECOND MINISTER. We must use our knowledge, our experience.
Let us not rest a moment, until the danger has passed. He beats, he
tortures. He is a drunken prince, he is brick, he is stone. When he
becomes king, if he becomes king, his whims, his desires, how could
we satisfy them, how could we please him? He cares only for his
strength, he depends only on his right arm. He will execute some, he
will torture some, he will beat some, he will slay some, but he will
ill-treat all. We must tell our lord the king.

THIRD MINISTER. We must not die too soon. We are not practised
long enough in the religion. If we die now, we will be reborn with-
out any hope of escaping from this -whirlpool of existence. The
prince is certain to end our present existence as soon as he becomes
king. . . - We must protect our lives. . . . Ahem, I am afraid we
all love this life, in spite of all miseries, as insects love the candle.
We give all excuses to live. We appeal to our religion, we appeal to
this, we appeal to that. . , . What have you to say, friend over there ?

FOURTH MINISTER. Yes. I will appeal to religion, and show you all
why we ought not to die. When the prince beats us and tortures us
and we die in agony, our minds will be bitter, our thoughts will be
away from religion, and we shall fall headlong into hell; or we shall
become formless beings, always in agony; in any case, we shall be like
buffaloes sunk in mud. . . . Oh, we do not want to die in agony. We
do not mind being beaten, being tortured, being made to drink water
mixed with horse-dung, but we do mind being put to death. And
Parpahein probably, very likely, will at once slay us. We must teil
the true state of affairs to our lord the king.

[Enter KING and herald.}

FIRST MINISTER. Let me submit this at once, my lord. Your middle
son, Parpahein, is not a guardian of the religion, not a keeper of
morals: he is a person crooked in his sense of honour. He is a
drunkard, and he mixes in bad company. He roams about the country
robbing people and ill-treating all. His ways are crooked, his mind
is on the wrong path, his words are all untruth. He does not bow
to you, he does not enter the throne room to tender homage to
.you- Think of the future of your kingdom, of your people. We